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O W almoft rwenty years have roul'd abour 
Since firſt che flames of our late Wars broke our ; 
And Brittain fainting with the lofle of blood 
Under a lawlefle Yoke ſubje&ted ſtood, 
When now at laſt her groancs by Heay'n are heard 
Her fainting Soul and dying Hopes uprear'd ; 
Her (able njghr ef ſorrow done away 
By the new dawning of a Royal day, 
As from the North her firſt diſtemper grew, 
Thence flewes the Soveraign Med*cine.to renew 
Her joyes again 2: She hopes ſecure ro ſtand 
Upheld by her brave Generals Warlike hand, 
Over the Brittiſh Seas flyes Nis great Name 
Born on the ſwift wings of no common fame, 
Our *nemies tremble,and our friends are glad, 
To theſe 'tis jayfull newes, ro thoſe *tis ſad 
The mighty ſhouts, and rhe Stentorian vigee 
Of the glad multitude that now rejoyce 
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Awak's the drowe Genius of this I'le, 

Who wept ſo long or'e Charles's Funcrall pyle 
Till h's ſwolne eyes with a Lethargich fleep 
Were ſcai'd up, having no more t£ars :0 weep, 
He underſtands the cauſe of Englands joy 

And leaſt 4Amb:tion ſhould their hope: deſtroy 
He boldly doth his mind to Monch exprefſc 
And ſhewes how he may Brittajns j/'; redrefle, 
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The Genins Speech, 


Whoſe preſence Baniſhes the gl»omy {ſhade 

Of 6/2ttaines night ; the faire Aurora roo 
The Royall 7habz5 uſhered in by you : 
Thy Sword has cur our Chaines of flavery 
Thy hands the Gordian knors of Tyranny 
Unty'd ; thy ſtrenuous Arms unhing'd our Gates 
To ſhew thy ſtrength, rhe greareſt pride abares, 
To ſhew what rhou couldſt do, that we thereby 
Mighr on thy more than Samſon's ſtrength rely : 
Bur what thou didſt was at anorhers frown, 
Thou hung'ſ them up, that kindnefſe was thy owne, 
Grear Hercn/es of our Ile at laſt rhow'ſt ſlaine 
That Hydra never more to riſc again, 
Though often cruſh'd, that Monſtrous Taj/e, (which bir 
Her own head off) did reſurreRion gir, 
Burt now ſhe*s dead, and never more ſhall riſe, 
Tryumphs, net reares attend her Obſequies, 
And now but one ſtep more and thy great name 
Regiſterd ftand ſhall in the Book of Fame 
Ila jA great Charatte/s rhe world may read 


Sf man by blood, by vertue greater made, 
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Thy marchlefle ſtory when rhar thou art dead : 
The Wo:1d roo little for thy fame ſhall be 

And Princes honour ſhall thy name and thee. 
See rhen great General, Brittaines Genius now 
Br tore thee ſtands, and willing is to owe 

A happyneſle to thee, wherein rhou may'ſ 
Raiſe honour to thy ſelfe ; if thou delay'ſt, 
Time and nec*ſſiy will thee prevent 

And ſpoyle the luſtre of thy great incenr. 

Now drooping Brittain raiſes up her head, 
In{pir d by thee ſhe ariſes from the dead, 

Her War-made breaches naw are cur'd again, 
Ang jyes and eaſe ſucceed her griete and pain, 
Her ſpoclefle Virgin Chores bezin to fing 

76 Pears in honour to theic King, : 

Fajle not her now-bigg hopes bur be content 

To raiſe an everlaſting Monnment 

To thee and thy poſtefity ; that bayes 

May Crown thy Brows and Apes ſpeake thy praiſe, 
Thou fee'ſt our wants, and what it is wee'd have 
Itis a King of Charles's race we crave ; 

Since 41l the people in one voyce agree, 

C3 d's Oracle, 'ris God thar asks ir thee, 

Who having ſcourg*d poor Brittain for her fin, 
Retvrns her Palme io cure h{r wounds agin, 
We 'aye try d, and too too long, a Commarwea'ih, 
Such as it was, a Bane to England's Health, 
Where fifry Tyrants with one mouth agree, 

To ecatup Law, Religion, Liberty 

Monfteis that Kings and Biſhops Tagds dcvour, 
Kept by <xrorred ſums the Nation poor ; 
Ph;loſapners that changed all cogold, 

And ler goe netking that their gripes could ho'd ; 


Yer ilie{e were they that needs would Riled te 
The 
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The Keepers of our England's Libertie ; 

Bur by thy power great Monch wee'r freed again, 
And George moſt bravely has the Drazon lain, 
Ambitious Crowell pur the purple on, 

And having (lan th: Father, rob'd the Son 

Ot right aud cirle, ro a royall Crown, 

To ſer himſclf up, puPd another down, 

And what he gor by rapine, he made good, 
Though by Religion cloak'd, by force and blood, 
All whar our Heyoes once contended for, 

Wirh the {ad rempeſt of a civil! War 

Himſclfe uiurp'd ; and gloryed in his pride 

To have with peace what was to Kings deny*d; 
Bur yer yo ſee the Nation ſcourg*d, that God 
Renews his mercy and has burn'd his rod, 

And CromwelPs name grows odious every where, 
Which w-s obey'd nor our of Love, but feare. 

Le: his example your ambition curb, 

Doe not our growing havpineſſe diſturb, 

By mounting of a Thr0n” is non* of yours, 

For be aſſured rhar the ſacred powers, 

Will blaſt the firſt fruirs of thy tyranny, 

Fraud muſt preſerve what's got by policy, 

And now our people us'd ro ſubtleries, 

To be decciv'd by crafts are grown roo wile, 

So that rhe faces deny thy Regiment, 

And people ro vbey no more are bent, 
Tillheariſcs inthe Brittiſh ſpheare, 

Whom all defire rhe royall Crown to wezr. , 


Thou ſeeft our griefs and knowſt che wayes to cute, 


Our Maladies, thy Faith we knows too pure 
Forto be renipted to betray our hopes, 

Who doubts thy /eyalty, to tz7eaſon opes 

A way ; no though tho ſay*R chow lr us deceive, 


Sueh 
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Such is our confidence wee'l nor believe, 
Since one ſo good and great as Monch muſt be, 
The onely Man can giveus libercy. 
Brittain in ſackcloth h2s mourn'd long enough, 
"Tis rime to lay afide the Sword and Buff, 
"Tis time to pull thoſe Puny Nobles down, 
Who ſpeak againſt, and yer affe& a Crown, 
Thar thoſe by blood 5nd vertue truly grear, 
May be inſtalled in their lo#z-left ſear 
Theſe ſhining in their e-min gallantry 
Beger a reverence due to Majeſty. 
Now I have done, and you have this ro doe, 
To bring him in for whom the Nations ſue, ; 
Great Charls,who more then by ſev'n twelve months try d, 
And in affli&ions Furnace purifi'd, 
Muſt come forth brighter then exy'd gold, more bright 
Then lyſtreus Sol after a darkſome night ; 
Whoſe brighter beames -f Love ſhall raiſe che flain, 
And make our Halcyon dayes xo live = ; 
England ſhall blefſe thy name when this is done, 
And ſtile the Phoſpho? ro-the rifing Sun, 
To thee ſhall Br:ttain pay her anuall yowes, 
Whilſt Ducal! diadems crown thy Princely brews, 
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T: E Heaven's great Stay ſince He ſalured Earth 

With his diurnal Lighr, ne'r yer gave Birth 

To ſuch a joyfull Day, as that wherein 

Charles to his native England came agin. 

His loyall SubjeRs Hearts grown big with joy 

The beſt exprefions of their Love imploy, 

To give a cherefull welcome ro their King, 

From whoſe arivall all our bleflings Spring, 

Whilſt Foes, and Traytors to his royall Sire, 

Grown mad through Envie, in their rage expire. 

Now Phebws uſhers in the happy day, 

Which tor poſterity recorded may 

In golden letters ever ſtand ; and bee 

A feſtival for regain'd libertie ; 

And gilding all the Heavens with his Rayes, 

Difpenſes {miles, Serenity diſplayes. 

Revived Subje&s throng to ſee their pr'ze , 

Joy ſparkles in their faces, and their eyes : 

Their rongues, and hands with powerfull Eccohs ſound , 
$ An 
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And joyfull ſhouts againſt the heavens rebound. 
The Aire is filPd on every fide with noyſe ; 


The voyce of Warr, and death now ſpeaks their joyes, 


The Bells have tongues, which ſoundcour Joys aloud, 
And ſay thar Charles is come : the Drums are proud 
To {peak his march. The filver Trumpers ſay 
Charles o're three Kingdoms doth rryumph to day : 
Which conqueſt got by vertues has more charms 
To hold a laſting peace, than that by Armes. 
London in all its gallantry doth ſhine, 

Conduirs convert their water into wine, 

Adormd the female beauries of the Land 

To ſee their Sovereign in Ballconies ſtand, 

The braveſt Heroes of the Brittiſh 111: 

Uſher our Ceſar through the ſtreers the while ; 
Whoſe ſacred face with deams of Majeſty 
Surroundel1, far our-vies the bravery 

Of his adornments : and the luſtrous fire 

Of's eyes diſmays thoſe who deny'd his fire 

And him to reign ; now they their folly ſce 
Converted by one look of Majeſty. 

Ten thouſand Hearrs and knees doe humbly boy , 
As hz goes by ; each heart a {olemne vow 

Prepare-, ot praiſe, and of obedience roo, 

For long and happy dayes to Heav'enthey ſue, 
Long live great Charles, and may his ſacred Name , 
Swell to thar worth, nor to be {poke by Fame, 

May Neftors years his Happy reign arrend | 

May heav'ns his breſt with Solomons choyce befriend ! 
The people cry, Loud ſhouts conclude rhe day, 
Phebus to tht other world haſts to diſplay 

The j-yfull news : Night now wou!d rake her turn, 
Bur Gaming fires in every Corner bhurne, 


Which Night ro Day change : Phebus place ſupply, 


And 
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And make a Day withour the Heav'n's great eye. 
"Tis rrue whilſt Charles poſſeſſes his own right, 
Thar loyall Brittamms can expe no night. 

Our regall Sun, fifice Chayles the firſt was ſlain, 
Ecclips'd has been, bur now ſhines bright again. 
By Heav'n enthron'd thus, in his peoples hearts, 
He ſhall wichſtand all! Machivi/zan Arts : 
Laurells of peace abour his brows ſhall ſpread, 
And three great Crowns ſurround his royall Hcad, 
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Dropt o're the Herſe 
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Aral September to the Royal Line, 
His ſnarch'd one Herbe of our bopeiull Trize 
From Eaith ; es firange Heav n ſhould nor p12 - 
A loſs fo gri vous by ſome z/437n- Star, (declare 
Which mighr our Senſes overj ay'd, alar'm, 
And time give to prepare {or lo great Harm, 
The Spring-ride of our Joy was newly Flood, 
Paying our Thankful Vows for ſo much good 
VVe gather now, under agracious KING; 
Inſpired Bards began ſtrong Lays co Sing, 
VVhen 
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VVhen (oh fad Fate ! ) Ebb'd are our Flowing Seas, 
And Epiques chang'd ro Dvleful Elrgies, 

Cruel Extremes ! thus robb'd of Joyes the ch'ef, 
Thrown down like Lighr'ning into Sexs of Griel, 
*T'is paſt the reach of Mortals to divine, 

VVhy Heav'n ſo ſoon has broke our Threefold Line ; 
VVe may not pry wichour a black oft:nce 

Into th' Arcana's of his Providence, 

Bur may believe, fince with a Bountcous Hand 
God fas reſtor'd the Bleſſings of this Land, 

Thar he has flung us into Gricfs extreme, 

Nor our of VVrath ro Us, bur Love ro Him, 

He was Fair Fruit {prung from a Royal Bud, 

And grown as great by fair Renown as Blood ; 

Ripe roo roo ſoon ;, for in a Yourh ſo green 

An Harveſt was of gray-hair'd VViſdome ſeen. 
Minerva's Darling, Patron of the Gown, 

Lover of Learning, and Apoli9's Crown 

He was ; the Muſcs he beg:n to nouriſh, 

Learn'd Men and Arts under his wings did flouriſh ; 
Bur leſt we ſhould commit Tdolatry, 

Heav'n took him from our Sight, nor Memory ; 

For though he's carried to th Immmn1tal Sphere, 
Our Loves wil] make bis Fame Immortal here. 

"Tis Aurumn now: and Ceres to our hands | 

Has pour'd the Annual Bleſſings of our Lands ; 
VVeave robh'd the recming Trees of all their truir , 
4nd lefr them naked rill the Spring recruit 

Their ſtore again ; till then th:zy hang cheir head, 
And ſtand like Movrrers, leaves for tears they ſhed ; 
$» the high powers cropr from the Royal Stem, 

V Vhat was too good forus, and fit for them , 
VVhleſt we lament till a new Spring ariſe, 
AndCHARLES his Firſt-bora clear our weep.ng mw 


On mn 
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A general Sadne's locks up every Tongue, 

Amazedneſs h:| (tuck che Tarrcars dumb : ( bears, 
And whe would weep , through roo much Griet for- 
Exceſs of Gree* gives yer no vent tor Tears, 

But when ihe coming Springs begia to riſe, 

Griet then will draw a deluge from our Eyes ; 

T ill chen theſe Loyal Drops falÞn into Verſe, 

Shall wath the Cypreſs on his Royal Herſe, 
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H 14 Aſtreſ. $, 


S Phabus doth excell the Moons dim light, 
Or as the Moon excells the dulleft Star, 
Her Beaury, and Complexion in my fghr 
Excells all others 1 have ſcen, ſo tar : 

Her Sun- like beams of beauty ſhine {o bright, 

Thar others in her fight Eclipſed are 

The fairck faces are bur foiles, cach one 

Wearcs bir a bortow'd Iuftre from her Sun. 


Her Shape in W->+ ir were moſthard to frame, 
Nor Painters ro expreſte their rareſt Sill 
Could ever counterfeit fo necr the {ame , 

But þlemith theic's her better Beauty will ; 
Though Yenws who tor Beauty had the Name 
Compare with her ſhould, ſhe'd be faireſt (t;11 ; 
Paris gave her rhe Ball as beauties Quecn , 

But ſhe had miſt it had he mine bur Seen, 


Her Aubourn Hair in Criſped Curles doe dangle 
Upon. her ivory ſhoulders, where ir ſpreads 
Sly nets, where Hearts themſelves doe ſoon intangle, 
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And captive lye, enchain'd by thoſe bright threads, 


Spreading ſuir chaines, and ſnares in everyangle, 
It cakes all Hemwrs, whoſe eyechoſe mazes rreads ; 
Hearts here imprifon'd (never can get our) 
Thoſe ſoft M:zndres wander muſt abour, 


Her Ivory- vollith'd Front with ſeemly cheere, 

Grac'd at thie borrom with a double bow, 

Where all the Graces in their Throne appeare, 

Where Love, and awfull Majeſty doe grow, 

Expands it {c1f, and ſhews a teild more clear, 

Than Candid Lillys, or the virgin ſnow ; 

Her Eyes like Suns ſhoot rayes more ſharp than Darts, 
Which wound all Flinty, Love-deſpiſing Hearts. 


Thoſe twinkling Stars,thoſe ſparkling Diamond ſtones, 
Thoſe glorious Suns,where dwells the Eaftern Light, 
Peirce with the vigor of their Charmes the bones 

Of daring Him, who gains of them a fight ; 
Bcholding Kills, yer he their lofle bemones, 

And 'd rather dye, chan they ſhur live in Night. 

Her Noſe a comly Prominence, doth parc 

Her Checks, the mirrour of Dame Natures Arr, 


Her checks are damask Roſes blown in June, 
Bing equally with Virgin Lillies mix'r , 

Or ſnowy milk with bluthing Strawbyries ſtrewn , 
Where cquall {trite che red, and whire's berwixc ; 
Or pure ver million on whire Sattin ſhewn, 

By Painters rareſt Skill, and pencil fix'e : 

Thoſe cheek: no Colours liveleſt dyecan paint, 
Scarlet, and ſnow {ccmro their rrue ones faint. 


Her Tipps are ſnips of Scarler, Zuliflowers, 
| Spread 
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Spread with thErinRure of Vermilion hew, 
Bleſſ*d in Sclf-kifſ-s ; paſt our humane powers 
To touch ; ſo high a bliſs what Mortal knew ? 
'Berween thoſe rubic Gares ſlide ſpicy ſhowers, 
Which, thoſe {lain by her eyes, with life imbue : 
Anrzetich ſounds, and charming ſmiles, ſo nice, 
Thence flow which make her preſence Paradice. 


Within rhe portal of her Mourh's lock'd (aſt, 
(Which when ſhe ſings the is enforc'd ro ſhow) 
The 0riznt's Treaſure in due order plac'd, 

Of more than precious pearles a double row ; 
Which ſtand in Sca-born Coral borders chac'd, 
Like Crimſon Satrin purl'd with filver ſnow. 
Her ſmooth, and dimpled Chin oth under lye, 
Where envies ſelf cannor a fault eſpie. 


Her Necks a gracctull Tower of ſpotleſſe ſnow , 

An Alablaſter prop tothariair head, 

Where Wirt, Arts, Wiſdome in perfe&ion grow, 

Irs Baſis where are beauties alſo ſpread ; 

For azure ſtreams through milky feilds do flow, 
Where blew, with whire like Hcav'n is married : 

Her Breaſts like lilly'd Globes, or Mounts appear, 

V Vhoſe ſunimerts Crown'd with Crimſon cheries are. 


Her Arms due meaſure of proportion have, 

Her hands the rypes of ſnowy Excellence 

VVith Onyx tip'd ; her legps, and feer enſlave 
Our eyes, and Captive hold from talling rhence : 
Her whole frames equall Symetry is brave, 

And ro ſpe&ators payes a recompence : 

Argus himſelf cannor diſcerne the reſt, 

Bur 1 preſume the hidden beauries beſt, 
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The Proteſtation. 


efore bright Phebus had his beams diſplay'd, 
Bron yer Aurora uſher'd in the Day, 
The prar'ling Eccho to my ears berray'd, 
As T among the trees in ambuſh lay, 
The amoreus whiſpers of 4mintas, who 
han proteſtarion did his C/oris wooe. 


Whar went before I cannor rel], bur ſhe 
Reply'dro ſomerhing that Amintas ſay'd, 

The murm”ring Eccho by the Air ro me 

Theſe gentle ſounds in whiſpering nores convey'd. 
Alas ! Amintas would that you could prove 

To my diſtcuſfull Hearrthar men can love. 


How atc arc wee poor fily maids beguil*d 

By charmes of flarrering words 2 when wee beleive 
To break rheir oaths men will nor be ſo vild, 

Being fo poor a conqueſt ro deceive 

Diſarmed virgins ? when wee them reward 

With Love, they'r celd, and us with ſcorn regard. 


Tis beſt ro keep our own, for when wee yeild 
Our Hearts, men ſupplyants ſoon forget ro be, 
And our affe&ions caught, with ſcorn repell'd 
We are ſubjzR&ed ro their] tyranny : 

Thar maid is more then mad who will be kind , 
To men, who wayer eftner than the Wind, 


C Blame 


Peers. 


Blame not our Natures, but your follies blame, 
For we ſhould ſooner yeild were Men more true , 
Bur fince weak virgins ro deceive no ſhame 

They think ; denia}is Cruelry is due. 

Bur yer Amintas would that you could prove 

To my diftruſtfull Heart your conſtant love, 


Amintas with a figh reply'd. 'Tisrrue , 

Some men are faulty in what you accuſe them, 

Bur ler nor all be blamed for a few, 

Nor Woemen men deſpiſe, *cauſe ſome abuſc them. 
For if 1 went abour it,1 ceuld prove, 

Men <qual Weomen in a conſtant Love, 


Our ſexe's cauſe I will nor plead ; my own 
With you, ſwcer Clory, will 1 eply plead, 
My conftanc Love muſt by Obedience ſhown 
Be ; elſe I caniwr be ruly {cann'd till dead $ 
Conſtant obedience 'ris doth rightly prove, 
A Hearr's poſſefſor of a conſtant Love, 


Things that the leaſt of drofly mixture hold, 
Laftlongeſt ; my Hearts flames A:herial be 
Mere pure than ſeven-times refined Gold, - 
Than Cedar*s flames : rays of a Deiric + 

They are. Ir is the purity of Love 
Which beſt of all irs conſtancy can prove. 


My love like Adamant endure the firake 
Of ſtrong repuiſes ſhall ;, full draughts of ſmiles, 
Nor worlds of beauties, ſhall my Hearr provoke 
T' incenſtant Change; porall & incifing gviles 
A preffer'd Love can-give. The warld ſhall be 
Firſt chang'd, e're I yeild ro Inconſtancie. 
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The twinkling rapours of the Night ſhall fall 

Firſt from their ax.ure lodging ; Hecate 

Shall looſe her light, and a perpetual 

Mask weare of pitch ; And Heav'ns bright lamp ſhall be 
With darknefle overcome : Nighr into Day 

Shall change ; and cold November into May. 


The Sun ſhall backward courſe the YVorld about, 
The fire ſhall ceaſe combultibles ro burn, 

Sefr gales ſhall pur the flinry Rocks co rour, 

And Neptune ſhall his fry ro grafing turn, 
Mountaines to Vailes ; valleys co Hills ſhall riſe, 
Plaines ſhall be made of Craggs that rouch the Skies, 


All beaſts ſhall Metamorphoſd into ſtones 

| Be, and all Morralls ſhall cheir exit prove, 
Tormented Souls ſhall ceafe ro ferch ſad groans, 

| The Heav*ns rent from their center firſt ſhall move, 
E're I to thee fair Cloris be unkind, 

Repent me of my love, or change my mind, 


My Tongue may*rfaulrer, may my lipps ne're meve 
If - ub other bur ro thee they hall _ , 
Make proreſtations of a Scrious love ! 

Clorys beleive | I Heav' ns to witnefile call | 

The Maid converred joyn'd her lips ro his, 

Gath'ring che firſt fruirs of a greater bliſs, 
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The Paſfionate Lover, 


Ad I but winde and Lungs enough totell _ 
How much 1 Leve ; Had I a Stentor's voyce, 
Had 1 ten thouſand Tongues it would doe well, 
To ſpeak how much 1 Love tay deareſt Choyce, 
Since wholly, f11'd,1f 1 ſhould nor impart 
Loves might, its energy would break my Heait. 


Say my five ſcnſes has not Love's delighr 
Bound all your powers with irs amourous chains, 


Diſarm'd your Subje&s ? Spoyl'd and rebb'd you quite / 


Can you oight relliſk bur Love's pleaſing paines ? 
You now diſguſt all obje&s of this Ball, 
Phil is tht only objeR of you all. 


When that my eye has light on Phillis face, 
Ir rells my amerous Heart Aews goed, or bad ; 
By which er well th' alarm'd oils Pace, 

Or ill : my looks by it are light, or ſad : 
Doth ſorrow dimm the Light of Philly eye, 
Joys, and Contentment from my Boſome fly, 


Does threatning Anger,or diſdaine appear 
Cloarh'd in the Tyrian bluſhes in her Cheeks, 
No Poer's arr in verſe can paing my fear, 

Nor th* Horror and diſmay my virtalls ſtrikes : 
I dumb, and movelefle like a ſtatue ſhow 
Struck with the Thunder of her Angry brow 
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The fearfull Lighvning, nor the dreadfull yoyce 
Ot roaring Thunder, nor the horrid Night, 

Nor Ghoſts, nor Goblins, nor trempeſtuous noiſe 
Of windes, nor Earthquakes can my ſenſes frighr, 
So much as when Phyllis with anger glows, 

And from her quick Eyes ſcorn-tip'c Arrows throws, 


If pleaſing ſmiles fir on their rubie Throne, 

If Joy is painred on her ſmoother brow, 

My ſenſes wrapr beyond the Sphears, are thrown 
On bedds of pleaſure ; and fotger all woe : 

With lefle Contegr the Miſer doth behold 

His Stufted Cheſts, and full-cram'd bags of Gold, 


My Eyes deyou're each ſmile ; the more they gaze 
On Hers, the more Conrentment ſtill chey draw ; 
Her ſmiles the clue rhar leads me in.thar maze ; 
Her eyes give my obſcquious Heart a Law : 

For by her ſmiles, or Frownes I meer delighr 

{ Or Woe ; or mirch or Grief 3 or Day or Night. 


Seek all the World for pleaſing objeRs, and 
Dive ro che bortom of the deepeſt Seas, 
Fetch/all che Treaſures of:che Indian ſtrand, 
The warld's beſt Beauties, none my fancy pleaſe 
Can, like the Heaven of a pleaſing ſmile, 
Which kills me with cxceſle of Joy the while. 


The ſparkling Diamonds of the Eaſt T prize 
Below the value of her pretty Starrs, 
There! comes far richer glances from her cycs, 
Her lipps than Pezues, berter Rubies wears ; 
Who round the World for daintefſt Roſes ſceks, 
May finde them growing in wy Phyllis checks, 

| 
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The richeſt Treaſures of the Earth ſcem poor z 
Pearles, Gold, and Diamonds Natur's richeſt Gems, 
The World's prear Treaſurie, and Neptwnes ſtore, 


A Lover (ſuch as 1) far lefle eſteems N 
Than th objc& of his Love : for more delight (1 
Than in all theſe I rake in Phyllis fight. S 


Bur when the ſweerer Muſick of her tongue, 
Like the bleſt yoyce of Angels, ſtrikes my cars, 
I harken us to Oracles ; a ſtran 

Lure in the hands of Orphers ; « A Spheares 
Sweer Melody ; the ſmooth rengu'd Orator, 
Seem bur a dullec Harmonie ro Her, 


She charms me to a ſtatne, and amax'd 
Wirh ſo much Eloquence, dumb I remurn , 
No anſwers bur by eyes ; my ſoul is rais'd ( 
Beyend the ſphear of Words : though joy'd I mourn 
To hear her pauſc,or periodize (ay al : | 
I then her to begin ag'in beſcech. | 


When in the ſweereſt quavers of a ſong | 
Her voyce ſhe raiſes, and with marchlefle ſtraines I 
Runs o're diviſion with her warbling Tongue ; 
Hearts ſhe (as ſtones Amphion's muſick ) gaines. 
Harps, Harpficall, all Violls, Organes, Lure, 
Trumpers, and all noyſc clſe for ſhame be mure. 


Czaſe duller ſitraines, all ether yoyces ceaſe, 
Sweer Phj/ome!, 1 pre*chee bold rhy rongue; 

You carly Larkes, and Thruſhes hold your peace ; 
The beſt of Muſick, and of Birds among 

The humane, and the fearher'd Chores, your choyce 
Layes, rey'rence doc unto her ſweerer voyce, 


Though | 


| Poems, 
ough all che Muſick in the World ſhould be 
BY Muſick-maſters of the rareſt kinde 
Finger'd, my cares would rafte no Harmonie, 
Np jey my ſoul, nor no content my mind, 
(Nor the Angelich Songs by me 1 teare 
S9 priz'd) like har when I her Sonnets hear, 


Had Sickneſs priſon'd me in my Chamber long, 
Or bound with cloſer fetrers ro my Bed, 

As ſome by naufick cur'd, I by a Song 
Chaunred by her divine mouth, ſhould be fed 
With that Ambrofiack Eflence, that would give 
Eaſe to my paines, and dying make me live. 


My Ear then raviſh'd equal with my eye , 

"Counts all ſounds harſh, but her ſweer Muſick, and 
Commands all others ro ker melody 

To vaile, andto her nores attencive ſtand ; 

As high Apollo to the Muſes, ſhe 

: ( Or Philomel 'mong other Birds ) muſt be, 


The fragrant blaſts of ſpicy Arabie , 

Pancheau Myrrh, Must, Civer, Ambergreece, 
All the/perfumes of Indian Spicerie, 

Muſt to'the Sweerneſs of her breath give place : 
Flora's (weer garlands in the Month of May, 
No ſuch delicieusgales of ſweerneſs pay. 


— 


My Soul, as if exhal'd by her ſweet breath, 
ho ro that membrane which receieves the [ent , 
Raifing' the ſluggiſh fanraſie from Death, 
Revives the braine, and gives my Genius vent : 
The cheriſhing Odors her ſweer Hybla yields, 
| Excel che Pjapaſma's of the fields, 
=! C 4 My 
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My ſoul upon no other food can feed, 
Bur the rich Banquer , and delicious fare 


Of her {weer preſence, when before her ſpread ; 


Then eavg'd from trouble, free from duller carc 
She feeds : the Stomach can no dainties traſt, 
Nor hunger, whilſt this berter Banquer laſts. 


When thar with ardent boldnefle | aſpire 
To touch with wy profaner lips, her hand, 
I think no blifſes, in the World are higher, 
No joys to that in competition ſtand : 

My "af enflam'd, into my lips doth fly, 
Whilſt on that bed of Lillies ſoft rhey lye. 


Bur when ( a favour, ſeldome ſhown ) I kiſs 
The ſear of ſmiles, her render rubic lips, 

. Joye ſpirirs dilates , and I expire in blife ; 
Call'd back again from Death by an ecclips 
Of ſo great raviſhment, through a withdraw, 
As much as Joy did, grief now breaks the Law. 


Thus my five ſenſes banquet art thar feaſt 
Of beaury, which ſhines in my Phills face ; 


My paſſionate Heart ſwells high within my breaſt, 


And grows too tumid for its ftrickt embrace, 
Oh ! cloud my Phillis ) hide her from my cyc, 
Of roo much pleaſure I with ſurfcit dye. | 


? 
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CORYDONS 


Complaint. 


o 
? 


T {of Joys thar uv'd ro flatter me 
© Phyllis when 1 courted thee, 
Under yon” ſhady beechen rree 
To cruell grict are chang'd 


Torments my pleaſures ; griefs my joy, 
Pains my guier reſt deſtroy, 
Since thouw*rr ro Corydoz grown coy, 
And trom my Love eſtrang'd 


Did ere I your commanls negleR 2 
Thar thus my ſure you now rejeR, 
And pay my love with diſreſpe&;, 
My kindneſs with diſdain ? 


Say how I purchace may releite, 
Or murther*'d muſt I be by griet 2 
Speak that my rorments may be brief ; 
Give death to eaſe my paio, 


Ir 
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If you are pleas'd to martyr me, 
Or binde me unto flavery, 


There is another tyranny 
Thar you may exerciſe ; 


Thoſe burning flames, your eyes cangive: 
A Slave, bound by Loves Chaines I live 
May, without Hope of a reprieve ; 
Thus you may tyrannize, 


Since thar my words are ſpent in vain, 
| Whileft Cruel you laugh at my pain , 


I at the feer of your diſdain 
Will fall, and proftrare lye, 


Henceforth Ile baniſh all my pleaſure, 

Since you the chiefeſt of my Treaſure, 

Have heap'd my Gricfs beyond all Meaſure, 
Ile yieldco deftiny. 
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To SYLVTIA Weeping. 


a Air Sylvia , you poſſeſs more Treaſures than 


The rubic Zaft ; thoſe weeping eyes more Geras 
Than the rich Srorc- houſe of the Ocean , 


For you art pleafure can thoſe Chryſtal ſtreams 
V'Vhich trickle from che tountaines of your eyes 
Converr inr' orienr pearls , bur richer prize. 


ViVhar raking charmes lyec in your {weerer Face , 
Vſhen freed trom cloudy-weeping Griefs you ſmile 
V'Vith a clear brow ! 1f rears with ſuch a grace 
Become ? if ſo much luſtre has th: foile 

To» Beauty > whar exceſs of Glory then 

VVill bud from thoſe ſweer lights when fair agen ? 


Now the ( like filver'd Cynontbia*s beaury,when 
The incerpoſing, Earth hides her bright face ) 
Doſt ſuffer an Ecclipſe ; thy rears reſtrain 

Thy beauries radiant beams ; Tears fill the place 
Of bounreous Light ; yer is thar ſhadow fair ; 
Others with which (at beſt) may nor compare. 


Phehus now hides behind a watery cloud 
His brighrer head ; by which we berter may 


Gaze on his Lighr : thy ſuns (fair Sylv;4) ſhroud 
Themſelves behind a cloud of Tears to day ; 


Our of like kindneſs , and ſuppreſs their brighr 
And ſplendid beams ; go favour my weak ſight. 


Enough, fair Sylvia ) clear thoſe Cynthian Lights, 
From that ecclipſe of ſorrow ; wipe away 
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That hanging cloud of Tears ; which till excites 

Your ſtiborne Grief {ach pearly price ro-pay: 
VVexre you enflan'd with ſcorching Love, us 1, 
Its ardor ſoon thoſe dewy pearls would dry. 


- - After Aurara with her filver ſhowers 

Has wafh'd her Grandame Tellus chapped face, 
A ptcaſanr Zephyrus the dark Heaven fcoures, 
And So! ſteps out with a far greater Grace : 
After a Storm fair weather doth ſuceeed ; 

Let fable Grief your whiter Joys then breed. 


I long to ſee thoſe fairer Suns ro ſhine, 

Freed frem the dewy moiſture of a Tear, 

Now they would ſcem (after this) more divine, 

As Phebis after an eclips more clear ; 

Ler Day rhe Night ſucceed, and ceaſe tro mourn, 
Banih Griet's night, whilſt Joy's day rakes its turn, 


Thyrlits 
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THYRSI Sin deſpaire. 


Gr. night of ſorrow 1 ſable night of grief ! 


: 


For Lovers rormenrs is there no releif ? 

Muſt ſtill my birter food be griet, and fears ? 
My thirſt quench'd howerly with my brinie teais ? 
No glimmering of the Day of hopeariſe ! 
Nothing bur darkneſs muffle up the skies 
From my rumm?d fight ? 1 inthe Bed of care 
| Do roul ; diſtreſs bchems me round ; diſpaire 
| Like curtains ſhuts me up, Come pale fac'd Hag, = 
And let nor leaden plummets make rhee lag : 
With open arms I doe embrace thy Darr, 
Which can give phyfick ro my wounded Hear. 
They ſay grief that deſcends ro words is weak 
Mine is grewn ſo I can no farther ſpeak. 
Bur by my Death [I ro Corina prove 
Will, char ſhe tryumphs o're me and my Love. 


Avſence. 
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ABSENCE. 


Quch is the melancholly Earth, when lighe 
Flies thence, and leaves its room to ſable nighc ; 
VVhen darkneſs, Cold and Shadows dwell upon 
Her Surface ; ſome pale glimerings of the Meon 
Is all ſhe can expe& ; amourner then 

She is 'rill Ph@&bas brings his day agen : 

Such is the marchlefs , mareleſs Turtle Doye , 
Sighing irs murmurs for its abſcar Love : 

Such is the body when the Soul is fled : 

Such Pyramus ſuppoſing Thube dead : 

Such the male Palm the female broken down, 

As I am now , my faireſt Syvia's gon, 

My wither'd Head declines apace, my green 
And growing youth to ſprout no more is ſeen. 
My bloed's grown cold, and frezen ; every limb 
As if it wanted heat, and life doth ſeem. 

My hoarſe complaints the very recks do move , 
V'Vho eccho the laſt accents of my Love, 

A filent night inhabirs my ſad breaſt, 

And now no chearful thought will be my gueſt. 
Till her return, whoſe eyes will cauſe a day, 
Thus muft 1 in my own unquier ſtay ; 

Wiſhing for the bright morning, which muſt riſe 
From th* Luminaries of fair Sylvia's ey8s. 
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DAPHNIS Fled. 


J*- eccho in the rell-cale groves 
Lycidas and Bapbnu Loves 
Now the has leftrhis place ; 
Goe grave names in the render rinde 
VVhiſper my trouble ro the'V Vinde , 

Hel rell where Daphnis ſtays : 


Serd kifles by the Soft lipp'd aire, 
Begg charming !bilomel ro ſtay her 
VVirh raprures of her veyce : 
Bid Zephyrus gently hold her back ; 
Smynorh fronted ſand to ſhew her rrack, 
That thus forſakes her choyce, 


Not all the charmes the ſpring affords , 
Th: pleaſures of delicious gourds, 
| Flora's enamell'd dreſs, 
Or Thar is beaurifull and fair, 
Or whar delights above compare, 
Can ſorrow diſpoſleſs. 


For Nature now's unkind to me, 

And my requeſt denies 1 ſee, 

| For Daphnis will away 

In yain I prattle out my plaints; 

She cannot hear my loud laments, 
Nor would they cauſe her ftay. 


By yonder ſpring down will IT lye, 
Y Vkilſt one as great flows from my cye, 
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To mingle with its ſtream 
Till her rerurn, thence I'le not moye 
Bur weep the abſcnce of my Love, 

VVith waves as great as them 


If my feul flyes our in a rear, 
And ſhe returnes, and thar you hear 
Her call a loud for me» 
Goed Nymph thar anſwers him rhar ſpeaks, 
Say if chart Lycidas ſhe ſeeks, 


Hee's joyn'd ro Niobe. 
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To L UCLA playing on 
ber LUTE. 


Rear Orpheus when he ſiruck his Ivory Lyre, 
( y>er all the Savage. Creatures traadmite 
The ſweernefle of his charming Muſick ; and 
Forgetting cheir fierce natures ramely ſtand. 
The "Wolfe, Lamb, Lyon, and che Kd agree :., 
To Love, whilſt charm'd' by his {weer hatmonie; 
Stones moye themſclyey call'd by Ampbion's Lute, 
And Thebes build, without man's hands ro,do't : 
Yer faireſt Lucia when I heard you play, 
1 ſoon confeſs you have more skill than they : 
Your fingers ſtrike a far diviner ſtrain, 
And mens Hearts harder than the ſtones you gain, 


? 


Brure Beafts when @rpbers play'd ſtood ſtill and gsz'd ; 


When you, ſtiff-necked men are more am2z'd. 
He could unreaſonable beaſts controule, 

But you command a reaſonable Soul, 

For men more fierce than cruell Tjgers,lay 

Their necks down, and like captives yok'd obey. 
Who rhen ro bondage powerfull'ſt caprives drew ? 
Orpheus ram'd beaſts, a harder rask, Men you. 
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WW Hen laſt I heard your gimble fingers play 
Upon your Lute, nothing ſo ſweet 25 they 
Seem'd ; all my ſoul fled raviſh'd ro my car, 
Thar ſweetly animaring ſound to hear. 
My raviſkh'd Heart with play Kepr equal time, 
Fell down with you , with you did Ela climbe, 
Grew ſad or lighter, as the tunes you plai'd, 
And with your Lute a perfe& meaſure made: 
If all ſo much as 1, your Muſick Love, 
The'whole world would at your deyorion move, 
And art your ſpeaking Lures ſurpaſſing charmes, 
Kmbracc a laſting peace, and fling by Arms. 
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ToCELIA on ſome ul 
ſent ber by another. 


Ear Fair if that ſ»me tripes wit 

In rapt of ſome p42: ici: 5 

To eaſe the fanc» -* '., b12in 
Wrir of Lpve, 254 1.5: tha!l fain, 


Shall thoſe lines accep:ancc have? 
Nor thoſe induced by thy ſlave ? 
Whoſe troubled brains no muſes moye, L 
Bur the darling God ot Love, Fre 
If my lines you *Counr a toy 
You know Cupid is a boy, 
# Yer his rifles often finde 
Fair acceprance from the kinde ; 
Such are rhey whoſe ſearch doth fifr 
The givers mind abore the guitr, 
Ler others write to ſhew their wir, 
' When 1 ; Love ſhall be Cauſe of ir, 
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On Love. 


Ove 154 fire, Love is a flame 
Which darting came 


on = 


Th'orow the azure skie-3—_ 
And juſt like the rays, in Sol's horreft'days 
peire 'd me from on hiek, 


My heart before ſo chill, and cold, ; 
*gnn to unfold 

Ic ſelf in thoſe fair beams, 

Bur irs mighty flame, ſoon it overcame 

Marryr'd *twixt extreams. 


--* Loy's maſterlefſe, and cruel! fire 


if it grow lugher 


Will kill with martyrdoms, 
As hear forceth hear, ro a gentle retrear 
Lave, 'Love overcomes. 


Songs 
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Ske me not why I am ſe ſad, ner why I here 
The Nymps forbear, 
Do with my Arms a Crefſe walk in this groye ? 
Within the hollow concave of my rroubl'd breaſt 
Whick never reſts 
Lies the true cauſc,and my rormenror Love, 
'Tis jealous fear, cauſes my care, 
And burthens thus my Leve-fick Hearr, 
I fear th: ſhe, my deiric 


Delights co fee. my ſmare ; 
For {11 ſhe frowns, and Knirts her brows | 
And doth abhorr my Company, 
Whilſt Lycon Courrs her,with her ſports, | 
I dare not do'r chough by, _ 
O crucll fair | why doſt thou thus delight to kill 
Thy ſlave who will 
Whilſt he has life adore thee ? and will be 
Courred by none for ro negle& his duty, rhough 
you are his foe 
And with rormenting pains would murther me. 
And ſince that you, forbid me ſue | 
Or ask for mercy, 1 will ne'r 
With my complaints, and ſad laments 
In vain diſturb your ear ; 
No, death will doe as much as Love hath don 
VVirh's dart he'l peirce me through ; 
Death will bz found, ro Cure that wound 
V'Vhich C@/ja would nor doe, 
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DAMON 04 foul Maid that 


courted bim. 


| Har mean'ſt chou Bacca, Can tny ſenſes feaſt 
| Upon the members of a parboyl'd Beaſt > 

y Þv_. Whar boariſh apperice thinkſt thou I have 

Thar thou ſhouldſt court me, who'd firſt wed a grave, 

And death hug in my Arms, then ſuch a hag, 

Whoſe hide pouch'd like a ſhrivI'd;pudding; bag, 

Reaks.like another «A:na ; thy ſoug'd face 

And hawkle noſe has not ſo good a grace 

As Madam monkies ; | few Hairs on thy ſcalpe, 

Thy mouth is Tenarw, thy Teerh an alpe 

Burchar, no ſnow,bur ſoot lyes always there, 

In other parrs like a deformed Bear 

Nor yes lick'd inco faſhion. Think'ſt thou Man 

Nor wrned Beaſt, forſake his reaſon can 

o fall inr'fuch a fink : Thon ſtinking Trull 

Fhou mit like Paſiphae lie with a Bull, 

Dr couple with a boare thy nexr of kin ; 

ot never hope you Man can remprt to fin, 

For he thas do'ſt ir,were I ro judge his pain, 

Should be (and 'ris enough) to do't again, 


Uh 
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| To LY DIA beins retired. 

privately into the Country. 
Ne" the filent woods, where ſhe may be 
From buke ſervants entertainments free, 


And hear the pleaſant ſongſters of rhe Groves, 
With whiſtling layes reſound their growing Loves : 
Wirh uncontrouling freedom view the trammells 
Ot Flora which the fragrant meads inammels, 
With pleaſure walke and ſee the cryſtall brooks, 
Carching the ſportive fiſh, with filyer hooks, 
Converſing with the flowry Napee, 
Making diverſity of flow'rs agree 
Bound' up nignder : 'mong the ſhady trees 
| Dauncein a Circle, with the Dryades, 
eRe? cleanly, chough bur homely food, 
. EfteemſYthe only Goddeſs of the wood, 
O how 1 fear thoſe rural pleaſures may 
Entice/her there ro make a tedious ſtay, 
Bur J with vows will-Frofty Hyems move, 
Te haſt the ruines of the leavy grove ; 
Pray cold mouth Boreas kiſs her render cheek, 
To make. her ſhelrer in rhe rown to ſeek, 
| V'Vhere converſation, and warm fires do bring 
Though froſt wichour doors lies ; within a ſpring. 
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Ow to the ſecret Groves is Lydia gone 
StolÞn from us all, meaning to live alone 
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Las ! whar fare (or rather providence) 
Is this (dear C) unthoyghr of rapr's thee hence ? 
, Whar makes theeleaverhis }ſle,and ſyaggaſs o'r 
To ſcek the bleſſings of a forrain ſhore ? - 

Cann rt ours content thee 2 yea but thy free hand 

Tranſports the. panneous bleſſings of our land, 

And (for exchange bring's back what ours hath none 

Of,) by exaricks co inrich our own. 

Since then ir js for publ;que good, and thine, 

Thar thou leav'ſt us, ir muſt needs be for mine, 

I'le nor complain, fince truly one, friend ſhou'd 

Suffer diſaſters for another's good, 

And this is one (and that of no mean weight) 

That thee, and I, (dear C muſt ſeparate. ) 

be Vota Auſpicata. 

Farewell! farewell ! may fruicefull Neptune pleaſe 

To ſound retreat unto the ſurging leas, 

By Triton's voyce ! may his reſounding ſhell, 

The threarnir,, rage of all the billows quell, 

May great Qceanus, and Tridentifer 

(Leſt init? envious liquid pathes you erre) 

Be your conduors z Ler the Sca-Gods place, 

Themſelves abour your ſhip for greater grace. 

May Amphetrite and the Neriedes 

With all the Gods, and graces of the ſeas, 

Aſſembling fing Io-peans tothy Honour, 

And may the ſea for joy thou rid/ſt upon her 

Expreſs with gentle leapings } May the twinns 

Be never ſcen apart ! The God of winds 

Great «/#0{:15, may he reflatcing gales 
| Enghainc within th* Myperborean vales | 


And 


re 
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And ler none *Scape but Aura's from his hand 
Te grive you tyrward to your wiſjed-tor land ! 
May glorwts Tian pleaſant make the dayes, 
And gild the Sea, with his projeRed rayes ! 
Serener nights attend you ! may the brighr 
Phebe, ar full, 'give you her borrow'd light. ! 
ay Mcrcurie tht Negoriators God 
Attend you roo, with his Cyl{crnian rod, 
And cauſe your gains ariſcing trom the fleece 
Of Engliſh Sheep, Surmount that broughr to Greece 
By Faſon's hand | May the on you therefore 
Arcend and bring you fale to this bleſt ſhore, 
Vero Panomphaeo, 
Thou thou true Neptune who the ſeas command'f, 
Without a Trident till the billows cawR, 
And with one fingle word make all obay 
Whether in Heav n, in Earth, Hell, Land, or Sea ! 
Takathou my C under thy (ate proceRion, 
Guide him and fayour *imwith thy ſure dire&ion, 
And he'le nor fear the threat'ning of the waves 
Anchoring his hope upon a God thar ſaves. 
Be thou propirious ro my prayers, and then 
I ſhall be ſure to fce hin; once agen, 
| Coronis. 
Fare well, dear C | with you well, adicw ! 
My tears ſtop words, once more farewell ro you. 
| Soſpitet Te Deus : Opt, max. 


. 
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Sray Triton, hold your breath, and o're the main 
Condu&t my C -——reduce him ſafe again 
To Albion*s (hore : then ſound your ſhell, brave boy, 
Andmake the waves leap to the skies tor joy, k 
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THE DEPART. 


Dieu ſweet Chloris, jor the Fares deny 

Me longer life and longer liberty. 

ave loſt the one in gazing on thar face, 

Which juſtly may orh PaphianQueen rake place 
To thee my liberry's refign'd the grave 
Tomb ſhall beſpeak me C574 conſtant ſlave, 
How can I longer think to live when I 
Raviſh'd from rhe clear Sun-ſhine of thine eye 
Feel chilling colds ; and winter froſts begirs 
Continually with faral blaſts my heart ? 
No'ris thoſe beams, which thy bright eyes diſplay 
Thar muſt diſpell, and chace theſe ſnows away, 
Thar killing abſence brings : noughr burthy breath 
May now redeem me from the darr of Death, - 
Bur there's no hopes, no other hopes bur I 
Baniſh't your preſence, muſt reſolve ro dye : 
Cloris adciu! for ever now adciu, 
For dyc I muſt be'ng forc'd to part with you, 


Taſtrus 
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TY STIRUS complaining. 


Reak ſadded heartzburfſt chow with griefs complainr 
Let thy lamenrs 


The hardeſt marble unto tears provoke : 
Make flinrs ro weep 
Increaſe the deep 
With drops exprefled from that ccuell ftroke. 


Wounded 1 lyc, and ſuffer from that hand 
Thar gave the wound 
Unto my bleeding Soul. And from thoſe eyes. 
L ighr'nings proced 
Which ſtrike nite dead 
Nor w'thour ſhe raiſe me can I ever riſe, 


Torment of cruell filence breeds this woe 
I undergoe ; 
My tongue is ferrer'd, and 1 dare ner ſpeak 
Alchough my heart 
| Feels deadly ſmart 
And fwelPd with ſorrow at the laſt muſt break. 


But here's a joy which feeds my ſadded mind 
None hath divin'd 
The cauſe of my ſadneſſe and diſtreſs, 
Firſt ſhall my Love 
My muriher prove 
Before, ro wrong her, I my Love confeſs. 
Damon 


Poems. 
Damon oz Amarillis dancing in 4 Ring 


Sg E E my fortune ; See my fortune 
How ſhe flyes me 
And denys me 


Still I follow 1! fil11 follow | 
Bur ſhe flyes me | | 

And denys me 

And cannot be wonn, | | 

| ( 


Wo alas! wo alas too ſoon 


Cruel ſporr ; Inthis ſorr 
Wirth woes to fill me 
Which will kill me 
Ab! from this pain relcaſe me. 
For whilſt ſhe flys, my eyes | 
They diſcover 
I'm a lover 
And thart it is her ſelf muſt caſe me. 
Round we go, round we goe, 
Bur the flys me 
And denys me 
Sul follow wrapt in woe. 
She moves ſwifrly,and yer ſweerly 
Don't forſake me 
Ile o're rake thee 
If thou wilr pity beſtew, 
Cruel ſport, in this ſort 1 
To increaſe my fires 
And deſires 
And ro exhibir my deſpaire : 
She Yhifrs her place, apace 
] afcer moye 
; Be'ing urpg'd by Love 
But in vain till my endcayours are, 


Achroft;ch. 
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Acroftick. 


Ear-killi ng Faith, Bold-zeal, declares thy name, |_ 

Art pic” tit out but nature lai'd the frame, #&\ 
If ever name and naty: © did agree, T. 
'Tis thine which are in perfe& Harmonie : o/ 
Heavn-blefſed Faith, which ſhakes th' Ethereal rowers 


old- burning zeal *gainſt Heav'n-oppeſc ing powers 
| Offer themſelves ro view : Thy virgin breaſt | 

Loves Heay'n alone, doth ſordid Loves dereft. 
Death cannor ſhake rhy Fairh, nor ever may 


Zeal like ro thine, a purer breaſt diſplay, 
Erernal flames of Heay'n-refined zeal 
| And ſoreing Faith, thou in thy breaſt do'ft fee], 
Live ever happy 1 Faith and zeal with thee 
Fe ſtay, r' cſtc& this thy name's Prophefic, 


Acr0fl:ch. 
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A croftick. 


+ Ge blegtT hope rhou arr : May many years . 
Ran their ſwift courſes, and the rouling —_— 

Tire in their morions 3; May the circling Sun | 

Abour this round globe th'row rhe zodiack run 

Giving a hundred ſprings and Aurumns e're 

Earth or the Silent graye entomb thee there. 

Bles't be thou here with Age: with yerggues more 

Ler graces, with thy years encreaſe ; thy ſtore 

E*re multiply : Se as thou haſt begun 

Shine thou in vertue rill thy race be run : 

Death fear rorouch this blooming blofſlom ; Now 

In Aprill ſtay uncill December bow 

Her head with age and mak'r the earth to kiſs ; | 

Ope then thy faral arms ; bear her to bliſs, 

Pluck her from hence, *fore Age doth call thee ro her, . 

Ere Curs'd be, for thou pulls che worlds cheif flower.” * 
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The Recovery. 


Ail gentle virgin ! now my joys renew 
Hit: plumes, for rhey were Sick as well as yau, 
And had you dy'd they had been buried too. * 


Howioft betwixt my hope, and fear 1 dy'd ; 
Each ſymprom thar my warchfull eyes cſpicd, 
My heart with thouſand Tormenrs crucify*d. 


When ſcarler ſea?did double dye thy face, 
Mine pal'd to ſec how ſtrong thy feaver was, 
How great a Tyrant to uſurp thar place. 


When thou grewſt pale I even ſunk for fear 
Leſt Death's cold aſhes had been ſtrowed there, 
Or thar, thar Tyrant came ro dominere, 


When thou did'ſ ſound, my heare was made a prize, 
To pallid fear, nor could ir ever riſe, 
Till hope ro. raiſe it ſproured from thine eyes, 


My hearr yer trembles, now 1 think upor'r, 
The thoughts oft with pale ſadneſs paint my front : 
Thou|liv*ſt: ſuch mercies e're forger 1 wo'nr, 


My Muſe did languiſh by a Sympathy, 
As if her life depended had on thee, 
It ſeems thine was her numbers Treaſurie, 


Diſtreſg'd ſbe ſar in Mourning Liveries, 
Whilft the'clear Fountaines of her cryſtal eyes, 
Wept in ſoft Tears mich dolefull Elegies, 


Por. 


As thy cheeks Hyacinths o'recome their ſnows, 
As vanquiſh'd are their LiKjes, by the Raſt, 
So on wy muſe new hear and-yigor grows: 


This Day mythought thy ſtarry orbs were preſt ' 
With wonted luſtre :and new beauties dreſt _ 
Thy Face : which gave flames ro my Muſes breaſt; 


Inſpired thus ſhe now begins to ſing, | 
New ardors now her ſpritely Numbers wing, 
And as thy health doth, ſo her raprures ſpring: 


Borh conſecrared are my Muſe, and I, 
To king the bliſs of thy recovery, 
And chaunt 16 Peans untill we dye. 


May Heav'n as he has raiſ'd thee from the Dead, v; 
(Whoſe Name be bleſt 1.) his mighty bucklar ſpread, 


From Death's fell arrows to detend thy Head:..: 
Daine bur ro cheriſh. (with a gentle glance 

Of Favdur ſhot from thy. bright countenance)- | 
- Theſe lines, and it wy Numbers will advance. 


Such mercies cannor but my ſpirits raife,, 


In higheſt Nores ro chaunrimy ſprightly lays, 4 


And fot thy Health to Heav'n ſing ſongs of prayſe.- - 


Innoten'ia 
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Innocentia}\V eritas 
E--.0 & S 
Politia. / Panuregia. 


WW Hen that Aſtrea rook her flight from hence, 
To find in Heav'z a berter refidence, 
Dame Innocentia wanting ker proteRion 

Was ſcorn'd of all : And Pollicy's inte&ion 


Spreading th'row Ciries, Courts, and ſuch great places 


Expos'd that Dame to thouſands of diſgraces, 
Sly Subtlety the Merchant enterrains, | 

Drceit the Trades-man, to encreaſe his gains, 
The Great man Honor ; that vain puf d-up Pride , 
Wirth covetouſneſſe of cyery one ; beſide 

Protean Policy, whoſe grear reſort, 

Is in the Ciry, and the Prizce's Court, 
Wherein Deceit {& ofren deth frequent, 

That Dame's infeparable accident : 

Bur Inadcence, of all men was diſcarded , 

Her nackednefle laugh'd ar and diſregardcd, 

Art laſt a Country-man, whoſe ſmoother brow 

N e'r enrertain'd Decezt ; nor's mourh knew how 
W ith flatr'ring words to ſpeak ; with Court incent 
_ To urrex char thing which his Heart ne'r meanr, 
Bur being taughr of Truth his words to ſp:1! , 
His Heart, and Tongue rann ever payalle| : 

He ' Spies this naked Dames diſtrefſe with ruth , 
Invices ber with him ro go dwell with Tyzth : 
She ſoon conſenting, thankes him for his pity. 
And bids adiew beth to the _ and Cry, 
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The ſtately buildings of the Court ſhe ſhuns, 
Thence ſwifter than the Eaftern-wind ſhe runs, 
Far frem the City, and th' infe &ious Cour 

She finds where Trith is wonted to reſort : 

Mer, they as Siſters joyn, delighring ſo 

Thar never fincerhey won!d afſunder goe, 

Their cottage low (free from all Courrly ſtate) 
Strong- built on holy ground is Scituare * 

Two moats ſurrounding mblc an Amnich Iſle, 
The berter ro keep forth Deceir and Guile, 

A ſtrong-buil:7all doth it defend, whoſe Gate, 
Like thar of heav'n is made an guſt and-ftrair, 
Thar every one who is admitted there 

Mayn't enter if Deceitfull cloaths they were ; 
For Truth gives entrance unto none, butthele 
Who'r naked like her ſelf ; or elſe whoſe cloathes 
Prove tegments for to hide Truths parcs divine, 
From the perverting Eyes of muzling Swine. 
Within che cloſure of Truth's cottage wall 

No high Ambition that aſpires (a fall) 

No twy-fac'd Guile, no Diſcord, and ne Pride, 
Are by theſe Dames permitted ro refide: 

Bur Love and Meetrneſſe, and ſuch Heay*nly Graces 
Cohabir Kill in thoſe ſereney places, 

The Shadowic Groves with a perpetual ſpring, 
Sweer Phjlomel makeing the woods to ring, 

With other birds peirch'd on the render ſprays, 
Whoſe nores from warbling Throats ſalute the Days 
Approach ; whoſe trebles ro the murm'cing water 
According, make ſweet Mxſich to their Maker, 
Maketh as if the Earth-in Heav'n were plac'd 
Or Heava deſcended Earth with's Joys had grac'd, 
Such js the ſtate, (and far more full of bliſs) 


Where truth conjoyn'd ro Innocency is, 
Thus 


> cooc 6a Acc caccz wo 4am HS MHHd, Si ww wo coo) 0doaK oo CAWnHI I _NG Dy wm» S Y © A, dl 


is 


P 08085, 


Thus dwell theſe Nymps enriched with the Treaſures 
Ofrugall joyes, and of Celeſtial Pleaſures, 
UſeiFro travel all the Countyy round , 

'Till the ſtrange ecchoes of the Trumpers ſound, 
'Till Mars with blood bedy'd, and horror fell, 
Afﬀeighred them back to their cloſer cell : 

D-ceit, and Guile, and Policy then flew, 

VVith ſpeedy feer abour the Country reo 

VVhere they increaſed ſo their Progenze, 

Thar never Since the country could be free, 

So that pure Trath, and Innocentza fair, 

Unto ſome ſecret place, confined are, 

Bur now when Hyew's froſty ſnow-beard (welld 
VVith chilling cold ; and neveous mantl:s held 
The #07/d enwrapt ; and Mouatain rops did ſhow 
Their lofry Heads encircld round with ſnow, 
Dame Innocentia cloathed all in 7k:te, 

Her uſual Badg , Steals from her fecrer ſite ; 
Leaving the Countrey ro the Court ſhe goes, 

To view the Duarters of her bitter foes, 

B*ing thither come , the firſt ſhe mer was Guile, 
VVhoſe clothing made chat ſpurlefle Dame to ſmile, 
For like ro her in every thing ſhe ſeenvd, 

So thar meſt men her Inzocentia deem'sd 2 

Look what ſhe wore Guile ever wore the ſame, 
And counterfeiced till chat purer dame. 

In pure White Garments was ſhe dec'r, the ſnow 
Could net than ſhe 2 celour purer ſhow: 

Bur ſhe whoſe eyes peirc'd her baſe covering, 
Saw her all bloached with foul ſpors within, 

And th*row her plaſter'd White, and painted face 
Saw tharWirh all men ſhe uſurp'd her place, 

The nexwthe mer with was Dame Policie, 
VVko with a thouſand ſhapes deludes the eye, 


Her 
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Her cloaths were chazzeable, and her diſguiſe 

To ev'ry colour would Camelionize, 

Her ſhapes ſo divers and her formsſo many 
That none could truly ſay thar ſhe had any. 

Her hand-maid Gnile who ſtil) attends upon her 
Bowing her Head full low unto her Honor 

Held up her train, when that ſhe neer was come 
She thus ſalutes her, Dame we have no roome 

To lodge you here, our beddsare all implete, 
Nor may this coirt, for you beceme a ſear, 

For your carbaſiovs regment, which doth vie 
For whiteneſfle with the \now, canner come nigh 
r ſullicd garments, bur ic ſhews our ſtains 

nd Truths perſpeRive ſhews to all our blains, 
Our albeous Garments ſeem as whire as rhinc, 
Our Laws ſeem holy, our decrees divine, 
If theu art abſent ; bur if thou art by 
Our white ſhews black, our ſeeming tr#th's a le, 
Our Laws deccirtull, and ir doth appear, 
Our Kingdom falls if thou remaineſt here, 
My neece Ambition cannot be diſplac'd, 
Her Siſter flatt'ry *1d think her ſelf diſgrac'd, 
Should I diſloge them for your ſake, they'd ſnuff, 
And pride would rhink you were nor fine enough : 
Bur adulation who her words can change 
T” as various ſhapes as thereare humours ſtrang ec 
Shall enrerain you, and with Speeches fair 
Shall fill you full, if you'l be fall'd with air, 
VVetwo are inconſonant ; we cann't agree, 
I you oppoſe, you'r oppolire ro me, 
And 'tis as hard forusto joyn (it clear is) 
As pale fac'd Famine to conjoyn with Ceres, 
I am not wont epercly rhus ro ſpeak, 
However now my mind I truly break 
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To you, and te!l you, ſc*ing we cann'r agree, 

Thar you muſt hence, and leave this place for me. 
Contraries cann't conjoyy , we here noroom 

Have; therefore pray depart from whence you come, 
Dame Innocentia ſoon perceiv'd, the place 

Nothing afforded ro her bur diſgrace, 

And ſcorn, therefore leſt rhence ſhe ſhould be thruſt 
And her white garments ſpoyled with the duft, 

And ſtains of fin, the court umo her foes 

She leaves with ſpeed (while Guzle dirt ar her throws) 
And to truths cottage, where ſhe was beſore 
Rerurns; and v0 to {ce the Court no more. 


Aula procul Innocenti}. 
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An E legy ox the matchleſs HMurthey of Charls 
the Firſt of Happy and Bleſſed Memory, 


Ince Brittazns great 4pollo lefr the land, 
Lautells are blaſted, and dejeRed ftand ; 
Poets are dumb-ſtruck ,. and amaz'd to ſee 
So ſtrange, unurterable Prodigie , 
Charles forc'd to ſwim in his own ſacred Gore 
From this accurgd , ro an immortal Shore , 
So thar none dares, all firuck with filent dread , a 
To ſay , Much lefle to ling that Charles is dead. 
For many months my Soul and Blood was froze , 
Till Anger thaw'd this Ice, and Zcal x:ivie 
Through all my Veins, which gave me Liberry 
To weep out fiſt, then wrice ar. Eicgy, 
Lame, andur:qual as the wotul times 
Painted with Sighs, and Tears, muſt run my rithmes 
For who can, ſtruck with ſo much gricf, creQ 
A Verſe, bur ina faulrring Diale& 2 
He muſt forget the rugged rimes the vi/'e , 
Thar can indite ought in a polliſhr ſtiie 
Who will not bluſh , «nd fire kis Face w:-1 Shime , 
Thar thinks by Verſer* immorralize that Name 
Which chara&rized in our Richmes , wil! give 
Life ro our Lines , and make 2ur Fumes tc ve , 
Whiiſt charles ſhall fiauriſh in mans memory , 
Which all cill rimes ſup» up b' Erernity 
Bce ? Royal Phoebus gains no ray of Lighr 
By mert-'s praiſes ; he *cis gives them Sight , 
So Byji:ains Son ,, ſhall never live by verle , 
But Men and Rithmes , whilſt rhey his Name reherſc 
Shall flouriſh ; for the Theme theſe ſhall be read , 
And live ſoul'd by him , tho? himſelf be dead. 

1 ah more! murthered. and martyr'dtoo , 


By curſcd hands ( who once their deed ſhall rue ) 
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Thar by Prerext of guilt and crimes do draw 
Toth'block of Death the Herd of Charch and Law 
Both fell with thee grear Monarch , when that Fate 
Made thee a Martyr of the Church and Stare. 

The Earth and all her mighty Monarchs ſtand 
Amaz'd, and drooping dare not now command , 
Benumm'd cheir Fingers cann' the Sceprer ſway , 


. Kings cannor rule , nor people well obay, 


Since by thy Death the Soul of Monatchie 

Has ſuffcr'd, and the Head of Majeſtie 

Chopp'd off ; no King now thinks himſelf ſecure 
Since Laws ( the Walls where Princes did immure 
Themſclves from vulgar rage ) are wreſted (o 
Thar murthers ifſue whence Juſtice ugd ro flow. 
Atham'd and bluſhing Princes ftand , ro fee 
Themſelves , and iegal a&s ourdone by thee , 
To ſee the Glory of rhy ſetting Sun 

Damp all the luſtre of cheir ſplendid Noon, 
Heav'n , and the Lamp of day , Nights Tapors rell 
England , that they an A&ro parrallel 

Its bloody deed , ne'r yer beheld ; thy Stage 

O raging 1fles ! the wonder of this Age, 

And thou ſhalr b'\uſh dy'd with a Tyrian Stain , 
(Unleſs thou waſh ir quickly off again 

By ſome notorious AR, as grear as good , 

And rake away the ſtains of blood, with blood Y 
And be the ſcorn of Nations , whilſt the Sun 
Shall in the twelve roads of the Zodiack Run, 
Ne Pen can reach to words ſuſhcient 

To ſpeak thy Death ; no Elegy lamenr 

Thy faral loſs can in a ſtrain that's fir , 

The more we ſtrive the more fall ſhorc of ir, 


For theu *'rt a Theme too great for thoughts , much le 


Can weaker words ſpeak thee ; o'c unhappineſle 


ie 


Iv 


Poems. 


Ingflaads of brine rears wee”! cver tell, 
; And leyat hearts ſhall make the Ocean ſwell 
 'VVi L z which will ar laſt bring judgemcnt dowh, 
And *wake tht Almighcic*s Juſtice for his own. 
Rebells rhink nor 'rwas his o're. weight of fin 
That preffd him down, alive he ftill had been, 
Bur for the Nations crimes ; we firſt his life 
Took frem him by our fins, then with the knife. 
God for a Notion's fins oft dealeth ſo, 
Takes off the Righteous, lets the wicked goz 
In mercy to the firſt, ro {er them free | 
«+ _ Fromfollowing plagues, and ſuddain jeopardie., 
- Soour yer biceding Monarch was 3 gem 
Tos good for us, and we too bad for him. 
Although che murrherers grant no monument 
Crown'd Heroe ! Fame his haſty miſſives ſent 
To all Earthy s Monarchs 1 who allready have, 
Counting the V Yorld wo little for thy grayc, 
 Reard up a pyramis of high renown, 
V Vhich ſhall our-laſt the longeſt Monarchs crown; 
 VVhere long. live'd Fame upon irs ſummir (ings 
The faral trag'die of the beſt of Kings 2 
, In _—_—_— {o cloſe, think ler chem nor 
" Thar &ce their Regicede ſhall be forgor, 
Fet rhough rhou hidden under ground doſt lye, 
| heir Names above ground rot, and ner ſhall dye. 
© --God turns Hells ſpiteful Arrows on his head , 
The world Salvation gain'd , Chriſt Cruciked , 
And murther'd Charles che Name of Martyr gains ? 
Tho* Life and three Crowns leſt : more now remains 
For him a Life immortal , anda Crown , 
| Of Shining Glory , and of high Renown. 
Wick ſpighrof Rebels As, rhough he be Dead: 
now for ever Crown His Royal Head. 
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